FICTION / JOE ASHBY PORTER For Nineteen Sixty-eight i
Such a slipshod slapdash forest of a jungle I'd never seen or imagined or even wanted to?it was partly that it was green and dull grey and partly that it was so hot and wet I'd long ago doffed my pack and my shirt and partly that with every step I took more and more leaves and grass clung to my trousers so that I'd begun to look like a shaggy-legged satyr, and also that it was dead quiet, there were simply no animals to be heard: it re minded me of a bad photograph: things seemed a little greasy, a little slick, like those lights that nag underneath the eyeballs, those almost color less ones, it reminded me of that French phrase "comme ci, comme ?a," a little sinister but more just deadening, just tiresome, the vines I held to pull myself along, even they were almost colorless or changed their little colors and could have gone any which way, I could hardly bear to think about it, "ugh" was the only word for it or "whew," it wasn't particularly sunny but it was hot, and sometimes the vines fell or came apart in my hands and 
